EXTREMES MEET

Secretaries of State. Nobody could have guesssed from his
appearance that Sir Frederic was a diplomat A judge
some people might have said, or a distinguished barrister
who could have been a judge, but never a diplomat. He
was at least six feet three inches tall with a large head and
exceptionally broad shoulders that made him look a giant*
His deep-furrowed clean-shaven face peered down at a
visitor above a neck loose-skinned as a tortoise's. He was
on the grand Judaic scale, though actually without any
Jewish blood 5 but no man with that fleshy hooked nose
and thick dropping underlip could have expected to avoid
the ascription.

" Good evening, Waterlow," he said in his deep voice.
ujust let me read through what I have been writing.
Take a cigar. I wish to goodness somebody would design
a cigar that could be smoked while playing this broken-
down dulcimer of mine."

He read through the telegram or despatch he was com-
posing, and, his tongue between his horsy teeth, touched
up the document with a drawing-pen, etched in, as it were,
the delicate phrases that would make the complete work
so lucid and so nice a communication.

" Now then ? " he invited Waterlow, putting aside his
work and sinking down into a deep armchair with the
cigar he had had to deny himself too long.

" Well, sir, it's about this German officer who's arrived
here direct from Berlin."

" Which German officer ? You have told me of so
many German officers arriving from Berlin. The last
one, if I remember rightly, turned out ,to be the new
Serbian Military Attache*."

Waterlow laughed.